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C. A. the K nights oE Columbus, and 
the R~d Cross, the theaters, the visiting 
musical, theatrical, and )ecture . enter
tainments, ali carry the 1mpress1on of 
which I have spoken. The men have to 
work hard. They begin early in the 
morning and they continue through. Of 
course, they ha ve hours of leisure, but 
one of these cantonments is no idle place 

for any one. It is a manual training 
school with long hours. 

On the whole, therefore, I carne away 
with a conviction that we had begun 
right. The draft law will win the war 
through American manhood, with its na
tive courage, independence, and adapta
bility, instructed and trained in modern 
scientific warfare. 

VOYAGING ON THE VOLGA AMID WAR AND 
REVOLUTION 

War-time Sketches on Russia's Great Waterway 

BY w ILLIAM T. ELLIS 

NO TRA VELER fu lly knows Rus
sia who has not sailed clown the 
Volga River - "Little Mother 

Volga," as the people affectionately call 
it - the stream which u ni tes the cold 
Torth with the glistening sands of the 

Caspian de.pression; which flows through 
Europe and ends in Asia; which n ms 
from furs to cotton, and which links the 
Baltic with the Caspian. To journey 
clown the Valga am id the ferment of war 
and revolution and economic upheaval is 
to have as good an opportunity as can 
anywhere be found fo11 studyi ng the com
position and mind of this bewildered and 
bewildering nation. 

Naturally, there is no tourist travel in 
Russia during the war, and an "Ameri
canski" is a marked and favored man 
aboard the comfortable Volga steamers. 
Since it befell that duty called me from 
Petrograd and Moscow to the Caucasus, 
with an obligation to observe Russia by 
the way, I followed the circuitous and 
slower route, in the latter part of August, 
r9r7, thus building up, little by little, day 
after day, impressions of the people that 
were clearer than those obtainable in the 
two chief cities . 

T his Volga journey is so different from 
that across Siberia, which I have twice 
made, that one seems in another world
though both revea! imperial possibilities. 

These experiences spell in large letters 
the potentiali ty of the Russia that is yet 
to be. 

'tIIE S'l'OR Y OF TITE VOLCA 

Largest of Europe's rivers, and rank
ing high among the great streams of the 
earth, the Volga follows a tortuous, lei
surely course, through a watershed three 
times as large as France, for 2,305 miles, 
until it pours its waters, through a wide 
delta of many mouths, into the briny 
Caspian, the largest inland sea in the 
world. Its rise is far up in the north, 
not g reatly distant from Petrograd, with 
which it is connected by canals and the 
River Neva, thus linking it to the Gulf of 
F inland. 

A large motor-boat or a yacht could 
doubtless sail from America to the Baltic 
Sea, and so, through the Neva and con
necting canals, clown the Volga to the 
Caspian Sea and the shores of T urkestan, 
the Caucasus, and Persia. So far as I 
know, no adventurer has yet essayed this 
romantic trip, so r ich in historical asso
ciations and in human interest. 

The story of the Volga is the story of 
Russia. Slav, Tatar, Mongol, and Ger
man ali have left their impress npon its 
banks, not to mention the score of minor 
nationalities and tribes who still fil l the 
eye of the traveling American. Khan 
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J\ I.AKDIKG ALOKG 'J'IIE VOLGA 

"The idea of Russia's plenty is visuali zed along the river. Upstream ships are laden 
with in and without with great hampers of fruit. At sorne small ports there are literally 
thousands of watermelons on display. Much of the fiesh produce must go to waste" (sce 
text, page 264). 

and Mogul, the Golden Horde and the 
armies of the Czars, have wri tten their 
stories about this water. The tangled 
tale of Russia's people and history can 
best be understood when read in the lei
surely comfart of one of the steamers 011 

the Valga. 
Everybody has heard of N izhni N' ov-: 

go rod, famous chiefly far its cosrnopoli
tan annual fai r, the greatest in the world, 
and far the capital place the city has long 
occupied in the history of Russia. Under 
normal conditions, Nizhni is only a night's 
j ourney in a sleeping car from Moscow. 
It is the ch ief city on the Volga and the 
beginni ng of navigation far the larger 
steamers. 

A DESER'l'ED CI'l'Y 

So it was at N izhni that I began a war
time journey clown the river, after a 
dreary day in the city of the great bazaar; 

'for now the g rass grows in the fai r sec
tion of the N izhni streets, and the rows 
upan rows of shops, to the number of 
about faur thousand, are closed as tight 
as Philadelphia markets on Sunday. 

The war has, far this year at least, put 
out of business the N izhni Bazaar, to 
which far C('nturies rnerchants have been 
coming annually from out of t hc steppes 
of Tartary; from the villages of far 
Persia; from the hidden towns of A rabia, 
and from India, J apan, China, Turkey, 
and ali the lands of Europe. This mar
ket-place has been unique in seve ra] par
ticulars, one being that ali the goods 
traded in were actually present on the 
spot. The annual volume of business is 
given by one authority as 250 million 
roubles. • 

Now, by those mysterious news cu r
rents which baffle understanding, the tid
ings had run to the remotest places of 
earth that there would be no Nizhni Ba-
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OPBN ~fARKET .\'l' ASTR.\KHAN, ON TTIE VOLG.\ 

"Russia is huge, and inchoate, and poten ti al. Her people are at present adri ft in their 
minds, as so many of them are aclrift physical ly. They are in the grip of a great negat ion. 
Nevertheless, as surely as the turbid and tortuous Volga finds the shining sea, so surely will 
Russia one <lay emerge from her mucldled and wavering dri f ting into the clear calm of a 
great and purposeful and brotherly national life" (see text, page 265) . 

zaar during 1917-though I was assured 
in i\Ioscow that it was in full blast ! No 
action to this effect was taken by any offi
cial body. Far from it. N izhni, with the 
prosperity of its hundred thousand people 
at stake, hoped until the last. In two of 
th e largest fair buildings, where pathetic 
trifles were sold to neighboring peasants,-· 
brass bands blared daily, in an effort to 
stimulate life and act ivi ty. As if by some 
occult agreement, the merchants simply 
fa iled to come. The shutters of t he once 
busy bazaars, in the height of the historie 
fair season, were turned like blind eyes 
toward a world that gave no heed. 

The N izhni Fair of 1917 was one of 
war 's casualties. vVh ether th is a rchaic 
institution will ever again revive its an
cient glories is a moot question . ·w¡11 not 

1trade turn to the great city centers of the 
world and to the conven tional channels 
and usages of purchase and sale? The 

economic upheaval which has accompa
nied the world war rnay easily wipe out 
th is picturesque sun·ival of an ancient 
order, established at the confluence of the 
Oka and the Yolga. 

'l'R.\ FFIC ON A BUSY W.\TERWAY 

Even though the Kizhni Fair should 
pass, the traffic of the \ ·oiga is certain to 
grow, with the reorganization of R ussia's 
transporta tion system. There are riches 
of many k inds to be gleaned a long the 
banks of this imperia l ri,·er, and its 
waters are rich in fish which are t he 
chief source of the world's supply of 
caviar. Lumber, hides, grain, wool, frui t. 
yegetables, and da iry products are among 
the commonest articles offered to the 
needs of the many by this productive re
g ion. Cotton, too, comes up from Persia 
in g reat barges, whi le the oil fields at 
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Baku send in large, low-lying tankers 
only a fraction of the amount of petro
leum they are capable of supplying to the 
upper reaches of the V olga. River craft 
use no other fuel than oil. 

O ne of the sights of the stream is the 
huge rafts of lumber, many of them more 
than 500 feet long, towed at an almost 
imperceptible rate of speed by side-wheel 
steamboats. T he size of these rafts is 
indicated by the fact that the wash of the 
big Volga boats <loes not have any ap
parent effect upon them. So long is the 
Volga journey fo r the raftsmen that they 
build log houses on their rough craft, and 
even occasionally raise vegetables and 
flowers in miniature gardens. As these 
men sit gathcred about their carnp-fires, 
fl oating downst ream, they afford one of 
the delightful night scenes of Volga 
travel. It is woodsmen's life afloat. 

As scenery, the shores of the Volga 
cannot compare with those of many an 
American riYer. Along the upper reaches 
t he right bank is hilly and pleasant, but 
lower clown the strearn enters the depres
sion that once held the larger Caspian 
Sea, and here sand-dunes are common, 
with occasional stretches of real desert. 
These steppes a re inhabited by Tatars, 
whose cattle come to the river bank to 
drink and whose camels ·give a touch of 
the ancient East to the Jandscape. Towns 
are notas nurnerous as migho be expected 
along so famous a river, although some 
of the cities have occupied an important 
place in Russian history. 

THE BOLSHIVIK IDEA OF FREEDOM 

Recently half a dozen of the Volga 
cities have made more than a little trou
ble fo r the central government by declar
ing themselves independent republics and 
so continuing for a few days. What <loes 
liberty mean, reason these simple-minded 
folk, if not the right to do as one pleases? 
In Nizhni the soldiers rose against their 
officers and slew many, so that a force 
had to be sent against them from Mos
cow. As there was no capital punishment 
in existence at the time, the insurgents 
were simply distributed among other mili
tary units. 

Overshadowing every mile and minute 
of the Volga journey is the fact of the 

war and the revolution. It is the topic 
of prívate conversatión and of public 
discourse. "Swaboda," or "freedom," 
soon becomes a fami liar sound, even to 
alien ears. No boat is without its solclier 
passengers, traveling, apparently, 011 in-
dividual initiative. . 

Immediately after the revolution, when 
all sorts of radical concepti'ons of liberty 
were abroad in the land, groups of wan
dering soldiers would take complete con
trol of ships, driving first-class passen
gers from their state-rooms, on the argu
ment, which I have since heard frequently 
advanced, in somewhat similar condi
tions, that the revolution overthrew the 
rich, and that now the poor should have 
the best. If the bottom <loes not come 
to the top and the top go to the bottom, 
wherein is the revolution? In one case 
the soldiers decided, after t raveling a <lay, 
that they wanted to return to the port 
of embarkation, so they compelled the 
captain to turn the ship about and re
trace that day's journey ! 

RAW MATERIAL FOR A MATCHLESS ARMY 

. That these b\g blond fellows, in gray
!Sh-brown fust1an and khaki, could do 
anything lawless or really vicious seems 
hard to believe. They are like over
g:rown, good-natured country boys. They 
he about the decks, sleeping most of the 
time, and as inoffensive as so many St. 
Bernard puppies. Their capacity for en
durance seems limitless. They ask no bed 
but a board, and can curl up into the 
smallest space imaginable. For food they 
ha".e nothing but the soggy black bread, 
whtch plays so g reat havoc with t he d i
gestion of foreigners; and often even that 
is nof in evidence. Y et I ha ve seen a 
group of these hungry soldiers travel for 
two days alongside g reat hampers of 
fruit and never touch a plum. 

It is unthinkable that the lawless young
ster which is clormant in every Amer
can soldier would not have possessed 
within an hour this unguarded provender. 
Thoughts of American militiamen clam
oring for P ullmans are bound to recur 
to the traveling Yankee, as he sees the 
way in which Russian soldiers are hercl ed 
on cold decks or, worse, in triple t iers of 
wooden bunks in box-cars. 

Everywhere that one goes in Russia 
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Photog,·a ph by \Villia m 'I'. Ellis 
A \ 'OLC.\ STEVEDORC 

"They hcartily bcnd thci r backs to unbelievable burdens. Often I have watchcd proces
sions of thcm going up stccp gang-planks, cach man bcaring a packing case-a full -sizccl, 
fu ll-weight packing case, such as two draymcn in Ameri ca move only by tu rning from sicle 
to side" (see text, page 26I) . 

one sees soldiers. It is estimated t hat 
there are 1 5,000,000 men uncler arms 
here, though most of t hem are by no 
means at the front. The unorganized 
way in which tbey clrift about the land 
is an enclless source of wonder. Selclom 
are they seen by companies or r egiments. 
Only once, ancl tha t was in t he big t ra in
ing camp outside of Moscow, have I 
chanced to see soldiers d r iJl ing. It is 
commonly said that the purpose of the old 
régime in ra ising so large an army was to 
crcate inclustri a-1 and economic chaos, with 
consequent d isturbances, which would 
permit Russia, accorcl ing to t he treaties, 
to make a separate peace. · 

TIIE SEDUCTIVE I NFLUENCE OF FREE 
'l'RA NSPORTATION 

Vvhatever was the mincl of the old 
~ureaucracy, it has wrought sornething 
like a paralysis of inclustry among the 
R ussian peasants, who, while t he women 

work, are enj oying respite from toil and 
the pleasures of roving from place to 
place, wi th free transportation provided. 

E v il p ropagand ists, "exiles" retu rned 
from America and from Germany, have 
greatly clemoralized t he army. No more 
fertile field for leaclership, either goocl or 
bacl, can be found in a li the worlcl t han 
the Russian soldiers . Of la te, however, 
the leaclership has been mistaken. Given 
a clear vision of cluty, these simple, trust
fu l men will do it to the uttermost . 

Partings of wives from solcliers a re a 
sacl spectacle, witnessecl at alrnost every 
port of call. There a re not many words. 
and usually only the silent sobbing of the 
women, until the boat starts, and then 
there may be a violent outburst that is 
heartrencling to the listener. Niuch is 
said of the moral laxity of the Russian 
people and of the lightness of the rnar
r iage t ie, but the story of true dor~1estic 
affection is revealed in too many of these 
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Photogrn1,1t by Gilbert Crosvcno,· 

IlECCAR A'l' NIZHNI NOVCOROD 

Russia has many heggars. But even among 
them one sees, in spite of their rags, faces that 
proclaim good hearts and genia l souls. Better 
a beggar without even a crust of black bread 
than the well-fed barterer of his country's 
weal ! 

scenes of sepa ration for the observer to 
accept entirely such cynical generaliza
tions. 

Often they have their lighter side. At 
one wharf it was the wife and son who 
were leaving the soldi er husband and 
father. Into the miclst of the parti ng 
carne a procession of stevedores, bear
ing great sacks of sunflower seecls, a com-
111011 Russian clelicacy. One man's bur
clen struck a snag, there was a rent in 
the burlap, ancl forth pourecl a floocl of 
the black ancl white seecls. Instantlv the 
soldier's cap was off ancl he was hold
ing it uncler this stream of unexpectecl 
bounty. What spillecl to the g rouncl other 
solcliers ancl small boys gatherecl, heed
Iess, as they cracked the seecls skill fully 
in thei r teeth, of either dirt or germs. 
Thus the strain of one separation was 
relievecl, for the wife, aboard the boat, 
was glad to see her husband's !arder en
riched. 

WIVF.S TR.\YEL \\Tl'II SOLDIER IIUSBA?<DS 

Occasionally, as in :i\Iexico, the wiYes 
accompany their soldier husbands, their 
household effects wrappecl in bunclles and 
a baby or two on their arms or clinging 
to the mother's skirt. 

Only one glimpse clic! I have on the 
Volga trip of the women soldiers, of 
whom I hacl seen many in Petrograd 
and 1\Ioscow. This was at Saratov, 
where a company of women soldiers were 
marching through the streets, led by a 
man officer. A moment befare a com
pany of male soldiers hacl passecl, singing 
lusti ly the unforgettable Russian rnarch
ing songs, which a re their milita ry music; 
but these women moved in gri rn silence, 
with set faces. 

A li of them were young-the youth 
o f the Russian wornen soldiers is the fi rst 
characteristic that one notices-but their 
cheeks were bronzecl ancl their uniforms, 
which are the same as those of the men, 
were old. Many of them clid not have 
puttees, an cl their footwear was variecl, 
canvas shoes preclominating-. All of them 
wore their hair short. Clearly, for this 
pa rticular group, the stage of novelty ancl 
enthusiasm hacl passecl ancl hacl been suc
ceeded by sheer resolution. Most of the 
glamour of solcl iering had disappeared. 

They marched in goocl formation, but 
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Cr\B DRIVER AT KIZ H KI KO\'GOROD 

The great fair city, where once the buyers of the world journeyed for barter and trade, 
is now almost as much a deserted pbce dur ing the fair season as once it was in the northern 
mid-wintc r. Like Russia's marti?.1 spirit, it lics dc::id-pcrhaps beyond the hope of resur
rection ! 

with more of doggeclness th:111 abandon 
or sprightl iness. 

Ali of these women solcl iers belong to 
the everywhere popula1· ' 'battalions of 
death," who a re pledgecl not to retreat 
or surrencler. Their effect upon the men 
solcliers has been twofold: sorne regar<l 
them as inspirecl saviors of the country, 
a sort of Joans of A re; while others are 
inclined to jeer ancl make scurrilous re-

rnarks. In no instances, though, have t he 
men g iven evidence that they regarcl the 
formation of women's battalions as a re
flection upon t hemselves. 

SPRINC DEOS UNKNO \VN TO 'l'IIE ~IOUJJK 

But, then, these p rivate solcliers, over 
whose sleeping forms I have often stum
bled on the clark decks and in unexpected 
corners of clocks ancl highways ancl sta-
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VOLC.\ RAFTS .\Rl~ JIUCE 

Sweeping down through eastern Europcan Russia from a point southeast of Petrograd, lirst east to the g reat bend at Kazan and then south 
past Samara and Saratof to Aslrakhan, the Volga, unparalleled by a railroad, and only occasionally crossed by one, is a great a rtery of trade up 
w hich move the products of T rans-Caucasia and Turkestan, and down which comes the commerce of northeastern Europe bound for south
eastern Asia. 

A TYPICAL VOLCA TOWN Pbotographs by William T . Ellis 

In times gone by many of the cities o f the Volga region were wealthy and prosperous, taking toll from a rich river tradc. Now they are 
ali but slarving. It is <lishonorablc now in Russia Lo he provi<lcnt, and nnpatriotic to advocatc the kccping of intcrnational co,·cnants, :111d pros
p c rity can ncvc r d,v ell in any country that cntcrt ains s uc h sentimcnts. 
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tions, are not a keenly sensitive lot. They 
a re used to a rough li fe; hardships are 
no new experience for t hem. When I 
would commisera te them fo r sleeping on 
iron decks or on wooden shelves or on 
the ground, I recall that they have never 
known spring mattresses. The black 
bread that makes ill those unaccustomed 
to it has al ways been their usual fare. 
A care-free, singing, sleeping-especially 
sleeping-lot of boys on a holiday they 
are, Jacking the ebullient spirits of youth. 

Only the manual laborer can uncler
stand their enjoyment of respite from 
toil. Most of these men, whom our boat 
so casually takes on or gives up at ports 
on the way, had never, before the war, 
been 25 versts from the v illages in which 
they were born. Now they a re tasting 
the irresponsibility of the open road, ad
venturing into fa r places and new scenes, 
learning as they go a li sorts of new facts 
and theories about li fe. By way of its 
soldiers the whole of Russia has suddenly 
been put through a course in cosmopoli
tanism. These men are of themselves 
unenterprising and strangely lacking in 
initiative. They are not trouble-makers; 
a more inoffensive crowd of patient and 
long-enduring men may scarcely be im
agined. Perhaps the simplest explana
tion of the absorbing phenomena of the 
R ussian soldiers is to say that they a re 
at present merely raw material-men in 
the making, but for the moment only chil
dren. They are sorely befuddled by the 
lack of leaclers ancl slogans and stand
ards; therefore they are drifting a imlessly 
about the land - unorganized undisci
plined, undirected, and ready 'to follow 
the mad radicalism of the first "boulshe
vik," or extreme socia list, who gets their 
ear-ancl the Maximalists have shown an 
efficiency in propaganda that has been 
their one achievernent in revolutionized 
Russia. · 

WHAT LEADERSHIP COULD ACCOMPLISH 
I N RUSSIA 

_If, instead of the racl icals, the real pa
tnots and democrats of Russia were in
structing and inspiring the soldiers, so 
that . the troops would have a compre
hensible battle cry and a simple objective. 
there would be no withstandino- these 
physically virile fellows. 

0 

Quite different were the group of sol
diers who came aboard our boat at Kazan. 
Such as had uniforms seemed to be wear
ing those of the Austrian army, as we 
had come to know it from observation of 
German and Austrian prisoners in many 
towns and cit ies of Russia. These men, 
30 in number, were singularly alert and 
well kept, their uniforms, or semi-uni
fo rms, being in an admirable condition 
of spruceness. Each man wore a red 
and whi te ribbon somewhere on his coat, 
and we speedily learned that they were 
Czechs, or Bohemians, who had been con
scripted into the Austrian army, and at 
the first opportunity, during the battle of 
Lemberg, two years before, had volm:1-
tarily surrendered to t he Russians. 

After the revolution the request of these 
Czechs to fight on the side of liber ty had 
been partly acceded to. At the recent 
debacle on the Galician front these Czechs 
had behaved so valiantly that K erensky 
"had gi ven them permission to form a 
separate Czech unit, and our fellow-pas
sengers were on the way, via Samara 
and K iev, to join their compatriots on 
the eastern front. 

When asked what would befall if they 
should be captured by the Austrians. they 
cheerfully and graphically explained that 
they would be hanged ; but that it was 
an unwritten agreement among them that 
before falling into the hands of the na
tion from whose power the Czechs seek 
liberation they would do as other Czechs 
had done at the t ime of the eastern re
treat- shoot themselves. 

THE CZECHS DESERT TO LIBERTy's ARMIES 

The ardor and intelligence and patriot
ism of these men, going smilingly to 
death for the old cause of self-govern
ment, was refresh ing. When we pro
posed photographing them, t hey asked 
that it be beside their red and whi te f!a~, 
which fl ew from the steamer's top deck. 
This standard bore the words, "Czech 
Volunteers. Forward for Liberty !" 

Every man of the thirty has relatives 
among the two million Czechs, or Bohe
mians, who have emigrated to America. 
most of them being foun d in Pennsylva
nia and in Chicago. There are eight mil
Jion Jeft behind, and these, we were told, 
a re a unit in desiring independence. 
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T WEXTY-FIVE :\IED.\LS DECOR.\TI~C .\ POLTCS:\fAX .\T XIZIIKI NOVCOROD 

In the old days decorations were widely bestowed in Russia. Almost cvery supporter 
of the dynasty could wear one or more of them. But now who wears a badge is bourgeois 
and anybody who has anything is anathema. ''Liberty, what crimes are committed in thy 
name!" · 

\Ve saw our Czech fr iends later, march
ing in fi ne formation through Samarra, 
to the music of their own wei rd, staccato 
song, going gaily forward, buoyed up by 
the greatest of purposes, to the line of 
battle. They broke their discipline long 
enough to salute and then cheer their 
American fri ends-one more of the 
countless moving tokens of the kinship 
which ali the freedorn-loving people of 

earth ha\'e with the great Republic of the 
West. 

To be an American , anywhere among 
the allied nations at the present time, is 
to be the recipient of uncounted ma rks 
of consideration. The two "American
ski s" on the Volga boat were especially 
favored in every way, and telegrams evi
dently preceded them at a li points of 
change or debarkation; so that, amid a li 
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the riot and clamor 
of a congested traffic, 
with the impossibility 
of providing accom
modation fo r those 
desiring it, t he Amer
icans were cared for 
at every step of the 
journey. 

RUSSIANS LI KE THE 
"AMERICANSKI " 

Photograph by \Villiam T. F.llis 

Officials of the boats, 
army officers, and pri
vate citizens vied with 
one another to show 
courtesy to the Amer
icans. , i\Th ile Russia 
is full of stories of 
the malicious efforts 
of the returned radi
cals from America
some of them unques
tionably paid p r o
Cerman agents - to 
foment a f e e 1 i n g 
against the U nited 
States, and to attrib
ute all sorts of sinister 
motives to our efforts 
to serve Russia, the 
cxperience o f a n 
. \merican who has al
ready traveled 8,000 
miles in R ussia is that 
the eyes of even the 
peasant and the sol
dier light up with new 
interest and friendli-
11ess at the w o r d 
·' .e\mericanski" or at 
the sight of the li ttle 
hutton fl ag on the coat 
lapel. 

ARMENIAN CHILDREN OF THE VOLG.\ REGION 

\Vhen we were in

Until the hand of history ceases to write down the chronicles of 
man and its records are fo rgotten, the world will never look into an 
Armenian face, be it that of youth or age, without recalling with a 
shudder the tortures thcse people have endured at the hands of the 
Turk. T heir poverty is bad, their lack of human liberty is worse ; 
but the ir bitter persecution ranks with the cruelties of the darkest 
ages and the most clespicable tyrants of history. 

t roduced aboard the boat to Kerensky's 
assistant minister of war, en route to in
i;pect the g reat munition plants at one of 
the Volga cities, the general straightway 
gave us an autograph letter to the com
m~nder in the Caucasus, ordering that al! 
th111gs be placed at our disposal, cJear 
clown to the front line of fighting, simply 
bccause we are A mericans. 

As the clear i raters of the Kama itself 
an imperial river, flow into the 'turbid 

Volga, keeping distinct for a t ime, like 
the waters of the Yellow Sea and the 
Pacific, but ultimately blending, so the 
Volga River basin represents the gr eat 
blend of the diverse races that go to 
make up this marvelous R ussia. 

A POTPOURRI OF R.\CES 

The distinct types are ever clearly be
fo re one, and a lso the amalgamation of 
the S lav and the Teuton and the Tatar 



• 

Photograph by William T. Ellis 

RUSSIAN SOLDIERS ON A VOLGA BO.\'l': EVE:NING 

Creature comforts a re almost as unnecessary to the Russian peasant as are sheer luxuries 
to the people of the western world. H e never s lept in a bed with springs in his Ji fe, a bath
tub is a l! but an unknown quantity to him. Give him a pillow for his head, black bread and 
soup for his stomach, and simple clothes for his body, and he has fewer worries than the 
ox that grazes in the pasture. 

Photograph by Charles E. Beury 

W AKING IIOURS ON A VOLG.\ RIVER S1'EAMER 

"The story of the Volga is the story of Russia. Slav, T atar, Mongol, and Gcrman, all 
have left th eir impress upan its banks. Khan and Mogul, the Golden Horde and the armies 
o f the Czars, have written their stories about this water. T he tangled tale of Russia's people 
and history can best be understood when read in the leisurely éomfort of one of the steamers 
on the \ ·oiga" ( see text, page 245 ). 
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and the Semite. It is not easy to tell 
which of one's fellow-passengers are pre
dominantly Slav and which are Mongol; 
Persian and Armen ian sit side by side at 
tJ,"e table, and unti l pork is served the 
American cannot tell them apart. So do 
costumes blend. Yonder Chinese ( or is 
he a i\Iongol ?) wears a wholly Russian 
costume, and our tall Cossack may be 
either a Georgian or a Circassian, though 
he looks like an Armenian. 

As with the blood and costumes, so also 
is it with customs. Below us, on the fo r
ward deck, sits a family drinking tea 
from bowls, which they hold in uttermost 
Chinese fashion, rather than from glasses, 
in the Russian modc; yet Ofle of the 
women wears a wrist watch and all are 
dressed as Slavic peasants. Alongside of 
them sits a woman who is combing her 
own hair, for various little reasons, while 
another is performing the same office for 
her neighbor, in the friendly fashion of 
India and of all oriental mothers. 

The hair is a point of pride with both 
men and women in this country. Not 
only aboard ship, but even in the best 
restaurants, I have seen men publicly 
combing both beard and hair; frequently 
I have observed it among men at table. 
Even in the midst of the church ser vice 
an occasional Russian priest will comb 
his flowing beard and locks; and I saw 
bishops and archbishops, in the ante
room of the procurator of the Holy 
Synod, make a complete toi let with huge 
combs which they carry hidden some
where in their robes. 

EXA1!PLES OF lIIRSUTE EFFULGENCE 

On the other hand, there are apparent 
Nazarites who give no heed to their 'wild, 
unshorn locks. For example, there was 
the young chap whom we dubbed Horace 
Greeley, with bis soft, straggli ng beard 
and a quizzical look behind his ill-fitt ing, 
silver-rimmed glasses, as if he were ever 
in the glare of the sun. His straw hat 
was fastened by a string, and he ca rried 
a carpet-sack, from which he was contin
ually drawing forth food, so that his time 
was divided, like that of most Rüssians, 
between smoking and eating. 

Many peasants and sold iers pay no 
other attention to hair, apparently, than 

to cut it off square before it reaches the 
shoulders. For hirsute effulgence, how
ever, commend me to the genial izhvo
stiks, or drosky-drivers, of N izhni Nov
gorod; their whiskers are as ample as 
their coats, which, as all who have seen 
Russian Jehus know, is superlative speech. 

The greatest blend of \' oiga River 
travel is found among the fourth-class 
passengers. First - class cabins, high
ceiled and spacious, with no upper berths, 
are fo rward on the upper deck, with 
plate-glass windows in dining-room and 
music-room. Second-class passengers are 
aft on the same deck, with cabins and 
their own dining - room, the overflow 
sleeping in the dining-room. There is no 
distinction on dcck between the two 
classes, and even the third and fourth 
classes, in addition to the sold iers, prom
enade the upper deck, in a merging con
sequent upon the revolution. 

SCENF.S \VITTIOUT PARALLEL IN THE 
WES1' J,:R:\1' WORLD 

The third-class passengers have bunks, 
two tiers high (I have even seen men 
sleeping on the narrow luggage shelves 
above the bunks), while the fourth class 
simply camp clown amid their luggage on 
the deck-forward, aft, along the rails, or 
wherever else thev can find a foothold. 
The footway alongside the oil-using en
gines is lined at night with sleepers
men, women, and children-with faces 
screwed up beneath the glare of the elec
tric light. 

This is a scene with no parallel in the 
western world. Slavs, i\Iongols, J ews. 
Persians, Tatars, Circassians, Armenians, 
and gypsies all herd together in what ap
pears to be a conglomerate and inextri
cable mass of misery. Each family or 
group is perched on or beside its bun
dles-bundles of cloth or of oriental rugs, 
some of them beautiful-and its baskets. 
Occasionally there will be seen an imita
tion leather gripsack or a gaily-colored 
tin trunk. 

As most of these people are traveling 
with their household goods, it is easy to 
see what a fami ly prizes. This one has a 
battered dressmaker's form. Yonder one 
iron dumb-bell, weighing rs pounds or 
so, which a woman carefully treasures. 



/ 

A VOLGA STEAMER 

"As the clear waters of the Kama, itself an imperial river, flow into the turbid Volga, 
keeping distinct for a time, Jike the waters of the Yellow Sea and the Pacific, but ultimately 
blending, so the Volga River basin represents the great blend of the diverse races that go to 
make up this marvelous Russia" ( see text, page 255) . 

Photographs .by William 'l'. Ellis 

LANDING GRAIN FROM A VOLGA BOAT 

Germany's scheme in the East is to open up the wheat fields of southern Russia by the 
separate peace route and move foodstuffs up the Danube into the heart of the Teutonic Alli
ance. Therefore, every ounce of buttcr, every pound of flour, every piece of meat, you save 
for the Allies is America's answer to Teutonic designs. 
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Photograph by William T . Ellis 

LOOKING DOWN ON DECK PASSENGERS 

It's a motley medley of human freight you see on the river boat of Russia in 19r8. Thesr 
steamers are packcd and crowdcd and jammcd. Whitc Russians, Red Russians, Little Rus
rians, Kirghiz, Turkomen, Gypsies-a great medley of humanity, fcw seeming to fecl or care 
that the world is on li re and western civilization in the balance, so long as they can rcst from 
the burdens of the time. 

Musical in struments are common, and a 
huge gramaphone horn is not infrequent. 
A ch ild's toy somctimes has a pathetic 
first place. Sewing-machines a re not 
rare. But mostly the array is bundles, 
huge and shapeless. Frequcntly baskets 
of fowls are carried. One sunny morn
ing I made count of what I saw 011 the 
iron main deck, aft, in a space 25 by 45 
feet. 

SUCKLI NG PIGS A:!\'D SICKLY CIIICKENS 

'l'RAVEL WITII 'l'I-IE FAl\IILY 

There were 60 persons in all visible, 
besides luggage. Fifteen of them were 
asleep and 45 were awake. Most of the 
passengers were women ; sorne of the 
groups had not a·man among them. But, 
thcn, the Russian peasant woman asks no 
odds of man in any test of strength, in
telligence, or capability. Two of the 
,,·ornen below, as I watched, were cod
dli ng sickly chickens in their arms, the 
fowls evidently having been v ictims of 
the congestion in the baskets. Another 
woman was airing a suckling pig 011 her 

knee. Two women were knitting socks 
and two were making the toilets of chil
dren. 

O ne woman was counting her money 
and wrapping it up in a rag-the di r ty 
paper currency, which, in denominations 
of 30, 25, 20, 15, and IO kopecks, is in thc 
form of postage stamps, while the one, 
two, three, and five kopeck notes are 
larger, the 50-kopeck note being larger 
still. There is no clink of currencv in 
R ussia now. Metal currency has d(sap
peared, save for sorne coppers clown in 
the Caspian region. An American gold 
piece is worth five times its ante-war 
value; and in the bazaars, owing to thc 
many-fold depreciation of the rouble, one 
may secure incredible bargains by the dis
play of a gold coin-which is no litt le 
comfort, after the staggering war prices 
that are one's daily experience. 

To return to the deck scene : Half a 
dozen of the women are eating and drink
ing, while one woman is selling scrubby 
apples, which customers cut into bits and 
put into their tea-almost anything edi-
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Photograph by William T. Ellis 

SOMETIIING 'fO E .\T A'I' A R1VER PORT 

"That these big blond f ellows in grayish-brown fustian and khaki could do anything 
lawless or really vicious is hard to believe. They are like overgrown, good-natured country 
boys. For food th ey have nothing but the soggy black bread which plays so g reat havoc 
with the digestion of foreigners; and often even that is not in evidence. Yet I have seen 
a group of these hungry soldiers travel for two days alongside great hampers of fruit and 
never touch a plum" (see text, page 248). 

ble being an acceptable add ition to the 
ubiquitous glass of tea. F our men are 
playing cards for money, while an eager 
company of spectators throng about them. 
Others . are talking, smoking, eating, or 
scratchmg. Nobody seems unhappy, de
spite the huddled mass they all com
pose. 

HANDS AND FACES GO UNW ASRED 

In this same space, occupying a fair 
half of it, we hacl earlier carried a com
pany of dirty, ragged gypsies, who went 
ashore gypsy fashion, the man carrying 
the baby, and the woman carrying the 
tcnt-poles. I had noticed the man sewing 
on his corduroy trousers, while his wife 
stitched the tent. These people, with their 
black-eyed elves of youngsters, had con
trivecl to improvise a tent on the cleck; 
so they had a measure of privacy, though 
there was evidence that it was not pri
vacy, but protection for their heaps of 

nondescript bundles, that they desired. 
The gypsies were troubled even less than 
the other passengers by the lack of op
portunity to wash their faces . 

Perhaps a woman could have told how 
these deck passengers were clressed; it 
baffled me, for the raiment of the women 
seemecl to be a general wrapping up. 
The cli stinctive and attractive costumes 
are worn by the men. 

In one particular the peasant women of 
Russia and most of the East really haYe 
an advantage over their Western sisters : 
thev and their husbands are freed from 
the' tyranny of the milliner, fo r they wear 
nothing more than a kerchief or a shawl 
about their heads. Often these are the 
soft and beautiful Persian and Cashmere 
weaves; and I have seen on the heads of 
peasant women shawls richer by fa r in 
texture and color than any creation of a 
Fifth Avenue milliner. Their blend of 
harmonious hues and g raceful designs is 
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so beautiful that thc t raveler covets them 
every one. 

FOR~llD.\IlLE IIEADGEAR 

Even the elaborate headdress of the 
men is never so delightful as the best of 
the shawls worn by the women; but it is 
more striking, especially as the t raveler 
draws near to Persia and the Caucasus. 
Huge lamb-skin shakos, of all shapes and 
no shape, are the acceptecl headgear even 
for August. I ha ve seen them two feet 
high and almost as wide. 

To counteract the warmth, or for other 
reasons, the Moslem keeps his head 
shavecl; and the appearancc of a man 
with a hcavy black beard and no hai r 
above bis ears is at least un fam iliar to 
Americans. At every landing one catches 
ncw suggestions for comic costumes for 
stage use. 

\Ye carriecl from Astrakhan to Pe
trovsk a Persian whose lamb-skin hat, 
ncver seen off his head, at meals or at 
night, was no blacker than his villainous 
beard, which did not conceal the fact that 
his chin \\"as only an inward slope, and 
that bis teeth lapped fondly over each 
other. His eyes roved perpetually, in 
different directions, and he was eYer on 
the grin. His coat was a long, g ray one, 
\\" ith spreacling ski rt, and his shoes were 
picturesque green. 

IIe was no more pictu resque than the 
,ong-haired "anarchist"-who may haYe 
heen merely a genius from New York, 
':isiting his native Russia !-wearing what 
··ppeared to be a suit of pajamas, braidecl 
\\' ith black cord and frogs, and a black 
\\'indsor tie. He did not, however, as 
,l0 many Russian men, wear a bracelet. 
.\t least he looked cool, whercas not a 
fcw of his fellow-passengers wore furs. 
making no change of costume thc ycar 
around. 

WITERF, B.\'l'ITTNG SUITS ;\RE 

t.:X.\PPRECI.\TED 

Nobocly hcre sees any incongrui ty in 
pcrsons ciad in heavy furs ancl woolens 
looking over the rai l at t he natives-rnen, 
women, and children-bathing unclacl. I 
have seen many bathers in various parts 
?f Russia, but I have yet to see the fi rst 
mch of a bathing suit. Even at Petro
grad I passed a woman bathing in the 

Neva within a hunclred yarcls of passing 
tram-cars. 

This leisurely travel g ives occasion fo r 
philosophising upon many of the vanities 
of life. T hus, I have observed a greater 
number of handsome men at Volga land
ings than appear on all the moYing-picture 
scrcens of America. Most of them were 
hamals, or coolies, or, as we ·would say, 
stevedores, dressed in rags, with a cum
bersome pack-sadd le on their bad,s, upon 
which they cornmonly bear loads of two 
and t hree hundred pouncls. Unlimited 
materia l for matinee iclols-Persians with 
regular features, black rnoustaches, ancl 
la rge, languishing eyes-is living its life 
of m~rry j est and cheer along the Volga, 
carry1ng burdens which two men woulcl 
not essay on the docks of San Francisco 
or Philadelphia. 

T hey have never heard that "Beauty 
is its own excuse for being," so they 
heartily bend their backs to unbelievable 
burdens. Often I have watched proces
sions of them going up steep gang-planks, 
each man bea ring on hi s baclc a packing 
case-a full -sized, full-weight, packing 
case, such as two drayrnen in A:nerica 
move only by turning from side to side. 
Nothing is carried except on the baclc I 
saw a large drop-forge being borne ashore 
a few days ago, and while three other 
men were steadying it, the weight of the 
machine, which coulcl not have been less 
than 500 pounds, carne on one man's baclc 
T hese professional burden-bearers of the 
Near East, Kurds and Persians and Ar
menians, carry heavier loads than even 
the Korean coolies or the hill-women of 
the Himalayas. 

SONGS ANO IIORSE-PLAY LJGHTEN THE 

TOILI).TG ITOURS 

As they toil they sing. Quips and jests 
ancl horse-play are common with these 
human drays as they race with one an
other up and clown gang-planks. Songs 
of the Volga toilers are known every
where, but I never heard them so well 
done as one night ata port where a square 
box, evidently containing á stone of many 
hundred - weight. was to be drai::-ged 
aboard. I t was placed on a long plank. 
as if to increase the friction, and this 
was drawn by ten men, pulling upon one 
rope. An extra stone, weighing t wo or 
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three hundred pounds, was carried on 
top of the box, as a mere unconsidered 
trifle. 

At home, of course, rollers woul<l have 
been put under the plank and the whole 
moved forward easily; but labor-saving 
devices have yet to find their way into this 
land, where man-power is the cheapest of 
commodities. As the team of ten men 
strained at the rope, t hey sang. Their 
leader, or cantor, was a long-whiskered 
patriarch who would have made a model 
precentor for a Presbyt erian clmrch
provided he left his d inky little round hat 
in Russia. He carried the . solo parts of 
the chantey, and the chorus carne crash
ing in with deep responses, richer by far 
than anything heard on the Potomac or 
the Mississippi. The performance would 
have gladdened a musician's heart, who 
straightway would have transcribed its 
melody. How the hardest toilers sing, 
the world around ! 

The Russian love of music appea rs in 
many forms. Frequently at ports of call 
we would be serenaded for alms by a 
crippled soldier and his family or by a 
group of maimed comrades. The man 
would play the accordeon-the piano of 
the peasant-and his companions wonld 
sing, and sing effectively, as apparently 
all R ussians do. 

SING, EVEN THOUGH YOU SUFFER 

There is a strain of pla intiveness in 
these folk-melodies, even as in their 
church services, where the unaccompanied 
choirs make music that is farnous for 
depth and richness. These long nights 
on the river, with an accordeon or the 
Russian triangular guitar usually within 
sound, gave one a fondness for the strains 
of this simple music. After a li, it is a 
fine philosophy that these cripples and 
peasants teach : Keep your music port
able ; and if you suffer, at least sing. To 
rafts and docks and shores and passing 
craft, as well as from the fellow-passen
gers crowded on the deck below, I owe 
a remembered debt for Volga music. 

Occasional landings break the monot
ony of the voyage clown the river. Be
tween N izhni Novgorod and Astrakhan. 
the two terminal points of the steamers, 
there are severa) cities of historie and 
commercial importance-Kazan, Sim-

birsk, Samara, Saratov, Tzaritzuin. Pas
sengers have time to go ashore. for s ight
seeing and for shopping, a lthough the 
latter, nowadays, has to do strictly with 
the food supply. 

From the A merican's viewpoint, Sara
tov is the best city of the g roup, although 
many an American town of one-fQurth its 
size is better buil t and kept. These lower 
Volga cities show the predominance of 
the Germans, who were settled there by 
Catherine the Great and who lately hav·e 
been more than a little inconvenienced 
by their German sympathies. 

This element accounts for the presence 
of conventional western church spires in 
these cities and towns, for the settlers 
have remained Lutherans. Roman Catho
lic churches are more numerous, also, in 
this section. Even along the lower Volga 
the Greek churches and cathedrals, sorne 
of them very old, since this is not new 
country, domínate the landscape. Fre
quently the great church, with its domes 
an d campanile, will be the one preten
tious structure in a community. The 
vogue of the campanile, sorne examples 
of which, like the churches to which they 
are attached, are really beauti ful, is sure 
to be remarked by the Volga traveler. 

.\PPRO.\CHI NG TIIE HABITAT OF THE 

MINARET 

N ot until he comes to a few pictu resque 
Tatar mosques, as the boat nears Astra
khan, <loes the minaret appear; and even 
in the surprising and motley city of As
trakhan the mosques a re few and hum
ble and their minarets resemble the stec
ples of small country churches at home. 
One who has t raveled much in the Near 
East, and is accustómed to the snbordina
tion of the church to the mosque, takcs 
a rather unchristian satisfaction in the 
spectacle of an oriental region where the 
church build ings domínate the landscape. 

That this is the East, one's ears makc 
· clear a t every port . The noise is the babel 
of human voices; not the rumble o f ma
chinery or of motor-cars or of railways. 
but the shrill shoutings of the Orient, 
which <loes nothing without clamor. 
Quarrels are almost enti rely verbal. I 
have not seen one stand-up and knock
clown fight in all the turbulent experiences 
of travel in Russia ; the nearest to it was 
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when two cabbies, or izhvostiks, clutchecl 
each other's big padded coat and pushed 
ancl pulled while they cursed. 

The Russians really are a peaceable 
people, of a surpassing kindliness. In 
sorne of the worst jams aboard the boat 
I have heard the women use language 
such as on the battle front is transmuted 
into bullets; but of the good nature which 
usually prevails amid congested travel 
conditions, one cannot speak too highly. 

FOOD TIIF. PRINCIPAL OCC.\SION OF 
EXCl'l'EMENT 

1Iost of the excitement at ports of call 
has to do with food. This phase of the 
Volga voyage, or of life in Russia itself, 
deserves a chapter apart. The mea! hours 
on the big passenger steamers were sim
ply incomprehensible. Of course, "chai," 
or tea, was served, or made, in one's 
cabin or in the dining-room, at the time 
of aris ing, which might be anywhere from 
9 to 12 o'clock. Nothing is served in the 
dining-room or from the kitchen and 
pantry between the hours of 12 and 2 

o 'clock at mid-day or between 6 and 8 
o'clock in the evening ! This is the rest
time of the serYants. 

Since the revolution all sorts of radical 
changes have come about in the lot of 
waiters, cooks, charnberrnaids, and other 
domestics. For one thing the fee system 
has been abolished, except in the case of 
hotel porters. Fifteen or 20 per cent is 
added to one's bill for "service." 

Reforms in the hours of labor have 
also taken place; so that, for example, in 
Astrakhan it was impossible to secure a 
morse! of luncheon before 1 o'clock at the 
city's one leading restaurant. The nignt 
before it had been 8 o'clock before the 
Arcadia restaurant opened, though the 
hungry Americans got something to eat 
an hour earlier by being admitted to the 
city's leading gaming club, which had a 
buffet attached. On the boat, as I have 
indicated, there was strictly no business 
done in the culinary department within 
the hours when all Americans are accus
tomed to their meals. 

As it worked out in practice, one's 
order for luncheon was taken at 2 o'clock 
and he was lucky if he got someth ing to 
eat by 3. Commonly, we sat clown to 

dinner in the evening at IO o'clock. If it 
were not for individual stores of food 
and tea-making outfits, there would be 
real suffering, since the distance between 
tea and bread upon arising and luncheon 
at 3 is of Marathon magnitude to a hun
gry American. 

Contrariwise-and Russia is a land of 
contraries-the very next steamer we 
took, from Astrakhan to Baku, on the . 
Caspian, served meals promptly at west
ern hours-"little breakfast" at 8, lunch
eon at 12, and dinner at 6. So the eat
ing habits of Russians rnay not safely be 
generalized upon, except that they eat 
with frequency and with disregard of 
standardized usages. 

FOR.\GlNG AS .\ FlKE ART 

War's gentle art of foraging is no new 
acquisition for Russia. Ali travel is based 
on the assumption that most of the pas
sengers will carry food with them or se
cure it en route. It is the rare person 
who depends entirely upon the dining-car 
or the ship ·s restaurant. 

It is perfectly an fait for a gentleman, 
and even for a military officer, to enter 
the dining-room with a box of caviar, or 
a loaf of whitish bread and a couple of 
cucumbers, or a jar of jarn in his hands. 
It may be that he carries dried fish by 
their tails or a watermelon under his arm. 
It is to secure these supplies that passen
gers rush ashore at every stop. :\Iost 
have come from the sad and soggy black 
bread of Petrograd and Moscow; and be
fore they are far clown the Volga they 
find themselves in the realm of plentiful 
white bread, or near-white bread, and 
even, in sorne places, of real pastry. 

There is abundance of grain in sorne of 
these towns, but the local cornmittees will 
not permit it to be shipped out-another 
illustration of the everywhere-apparent 
fact that Russia's fundamental neéd is 
organization and transportation. The 
traveler has scarcely come out from 
under the depression of the bread lines of 
the North, and the nightmare of black 
bread, when suddenly, at Astrakhan, he 
finds himself once more in the black
bread-line zone. Of dairy products and 
fruits-mi lk, butter, cheese, eggs, melons, 
potatoes, on ions, .egg-plants, tomatoes, 

• 
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P hotograph by Wil ham T . E llis 

SOME OF OUR CZECII FELLOW-PASSENGERS ON TITE VOLGA 

"These men were singularly alert and well kept, their uniforms, or scmi-uniforms, being 
in an admirable condition of spruceness. Each man wore a red and white ribbon. Thcy 
were Czechs, or Bohemians, who had been conscripted into the Austrian army, and at thc 
first opportunity, during the battle of Lemberg, two years before, had voluntarily sur rcndered 
to the Russians. After the revolution the request of these Czechs to fight on the side of 
liberty had been partly acceded to" (see text, page 253) . 

beans, apples, peaches, pears, plums, and 
luscious g rapes- there is no stint in As
trakhan; but bread and sugar are procur
able only by ticket. 

Uany riYer ports have food in plenty 
and the peasant women bring it clown to 
the wharves. During t he time the steamer 
is at the dock the scene is a busy one, pas
sengers rnilling about, like cattle in a cor
ra l, as they pass from vendar to vendar, 
seeking bargains. This frequent exodus 
to the shore of shoppers for food is the 
most absorbing spectacle of the Volga 
River journey. It never loses its human 
interest. 

WHERE GERMS ARE NOT SUSPECTED 

The peasant women and children a re 
patient, pleasant, and shrewd merchants. 
Neither they nor their customers are 
bothered by such trifles as dust or gerrns; 

for the only booths of this bazaar are 
baskets and a few f eet of earth along the 
dusty dock or its approaches. Ilere 
round loaves of dusky bread, 18 to 24 
inches in diameter, are displayed, that 
they may later be gathered to the bosoms 
of hungry passengers and borne to their 
cabins. Lucky is the soldier who can pil
low his head upon one of these loaves by 
night and munch u pon it by ,day. 

T he idea of Russia's plenty is visual
ized along the river. Upstream ships are 
laden with in a nd without with great 
hampers of fruit, carefully sewn beneath 
cloth covers. At sorne small ports there 
are litera lly thousands of ,vatermelons on 
display. Small fruits are abundan t. Sorne 
things are even cheap at places, as a 
watermelon for 10 or 15 cents and a loaf 
of bread for about the same. 

Much of the fresh produce must go to 
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waste. T he passe11gers 011 t he boats do 
their utmost to preve11t that u11desi rable 
fate for edibles, for they seem to be al
ways· eating, eati11g, eating. I cannot re
call a single stroll arou11d the deck, at any 
hour of day or night, when I did not see 
somebody eating and drinking. The over
crowded peasants on the deck below and 
the saloon passengers above are alike in 
th is, that they are continually producing 
from their stores sorne sort of food to be 
eaten with the ever-present tea. 

Still, one need not always study his 
fellow-passengers. There is the scenery 
of the shore, which, further down, in
eludes the villages of the various Tatar 
tribes, with their round houses that look 
like haystacks; a11d far reaches of rolling 
meadow land and wheat fields; and hills 
and fo rests, and sand-dunes and towns 
and cities, with the wild ducks and geese 
flying between. 

AN ENDLESS PROCESSION OF RIVER CRAFT 

Then there is the incessant procession 
of boat life; 2 ,000 steamships regularly 
ply upan the \ -oiga. Big barges, in groups 
of five or six, with half a dozen small 
boats clustered like barnacles behind, are 
towed by side-wheel tugs. Fishing craft, 
manned by Karmacks and other natives, 
glide by orare passed at anchor. From the 
shore comes the sound of church bells, 
made musical by traveling over the water. 

Sunsets of surpassing loveliness, and 
sunrises which few Russian passengers 
see, cast a spell of peace over one's spirit, 

and the war seems fo r the moment dis
ta11t and unreal. It is difficult to real ize 
that upan every incident of the trip is 
stamped the grim seal of Mars. Every 
soldier on the decks; ali the man-work 
done by women; each scramble for food; 
the almost total absence of pleasure-seek
ers from these passenger stearners at the 
height of the Russian travel season; the 
partings by the way; the munition fac
tories 011 the river banks ; the driving of 
all passerigers i11doors when the ship 
passes under the great railway bridge 
across the Volga-all these spell the life 
a11d death co11fl ict, interna! and with a 
foreign foe, which Russia is wagi11g. 

As the reader has perceived, I have 
been endeavoring to portray enough char
acteri stic incidents of a large and repre
sentative section of Russia to make clear 
something of the condition of the place 
and the people. 

Russia is huge and inchoate a11d poten
tial. Her people are at prese11t adrift in 
their mi11ds, as so many of them are adrift 
physically. They are in the grip of a 
great negation; the old order of autocracy 
has been cast off forever. But the great 
esse11tials a11d affirmation s of democracy 
have not yet taken hold of this conglorn
erate and simple-mi11ded mass of chil
dre11. Nevertheless, as surely as the tur
bid and tortuous Valga finds the shini11g 
sea, so surely will R ussia one day emerge 
from her muddled and wavering drifti11g 
into the clear calm of a great and pur
poseful and brotherly natio11al life . 

.. 


